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tak Ae, T had been asked a week ago whether everything was ready for the publication of the 
Pai ek begin to look gloomy. ; The other morning, a casual glance at the Wassail and the enormous 
hey had been tampered with, and, from all appearances, by burglars well up in their business. Poor Pa determined to ferret out the mystery. 


IN THE ACT. 


‘Curistmas Houtipays,’ J would have answered in the affirmative, 


Plum-Pudding, prepared for Monday, convinced 
He 


has d ; es A 
tas done so. The two boys were very impudent over the affair, and in answer to Papa’s expostulations, simply ejected the word ‘ Rats 1??__'Tootsie. 


DEGREES OF REFUSAL (MATRIMONIAL). 


Positive—“No}' 


| which ceremony was detrayed by Daniers pawiires 


| begun, and we will go to the las 
tnken to drink, encouraged by her mother. 


A PENNY SHOW. 


—_—— 


A MUCH more miserable married life than that of poor 
Thomas Daniels, who was tried for the murder of his wife 
in 172), it would be difticult to imagine. 

Daniels was a journeyman carpenter, and worked with 
his father. He fell in love, to hie cost. with one Sarah 
Carridine, a very pretty girl, who was servant at a public- 
house, He wanted to marry her, but his parents refused 
their consent. He then left his home, and, failing to find 
other employment, entered on board the Britannia priva- 
teer for six months, feeling convinced he was going tomake 
his fortune, and promising he would return and marry his 
sweetheart. She wept bitterly. He set sail: and, when he 
returned, she had another lover ina bosom friend of poor 
Daniels’, but who, nevertheless, being tired of the connec: 
tion, persusded the stilor to marry her, the expense of 

his 
watch, 

It is useless to follow the mi-erable story thas unhappily 
tdreadiul seene, She dine 
sn dntameue 


woman, and her couduct generally had been pretty weil ai 


bad as it could be. 

From an upper window of a hon 
Hare Court, Aldersgate Street, one 
woman, clothed only in the torn mess + 
on the flags below. A crowd assembled ane 


se Daniels had taken it 
night the bedy of ¢ 
fo nihtdress, fel 
1 followed tho 


Ser 
2) 


LE 


constable up to the room Daniels and his wife occupied, the rest 
being let by him to lodger-, Daniels was found partly dressed, 
sated on the side of the be: 

~ Daniels,” said) the con 
flung her out at the window.” 

«No, | have not,” he replied ; “she threw herself out.” 

The constable took a candle and examined all the room in search 
of blood, bat found none, Afterwards, a little blood was found on 
the window-sill, for which the accused could not account. He was 
tried for murder. The jurv found him guilty, and he was sen- 
tenced to be hanged, The King, however, under whose notice the 
case was brought, gave Diniels a free pardon—a free pardon fora 
crime which there is no doubt he never committed, When par- 
doned he, on his oath, gave his account of the affair. 

He came home about nine o'clock at night, he said, and found 
his bedroom door locked. After knocking for some time, he went 
out and walked in the street; then, returning, he heard his wife 
inside the room couzhing, He called out, “Sally, | know you are 
at home, and [ desire you will open the door, if not, L will burst it 
open.” No answer was given, and he did burst open the door, and 
she jumped out of bed and began to tear his clothes and abuse him. 
He had been out searching for work, and had fortunately found a 
good situation, but she would not believe his story, She called 
him “a scoundrel dog,” and struck him on the head with some- 
thing while he was sitting on the bed, his back turned towards her, 
The force of the blow flung him down, and he said she imagined 
that she had killed him, for he heard her ery two or three times, 
“Oh, save me! save me!” He added that in the condition she 
left him in it was impossible to say how she went out of the wiu- 
dow, but from her cries he supposed she went that way. 

The reasons adduced in support of his innocence were as follows : 
The window opened in the middle, and one side was usually kept 
closed, and was found closed. The breadth of each side was about 
seventeen inches. [nu front of the closed side were some flower- 
pots, Ifaman had tried to thrust a woman through this narrow 
space, a woman nearly as strong as himself, there must have been a 
struggle, the glass would probably have been broken, and the 
flower-pots thrown down. “Her cries, too, would have taken a 
shape which the neighbours could scarcely have mistaken the 
meaning of, but the only cry she uttered was that that her husband 
had repeated, A person straggling to avoid imminent danger, and 
driven to despair, is capable of a greater degree of strength than 
they ordinarily possess, and the man who forced her out must 
surely have borne some marks. As to the dead woman herself, she 
did not appear to have received any other damage than the natural 
consequences of so great a fall, The gliss and window-frame were 
uninjured. As to the blood before alluded to, Daniels, in his state- 
ment, says: “When my wife was brought up from the street, it is 
said she was blooded, and that the basin was put in the window. 
It is, therefore, possible that, in such confusion, a drop or two 
might accidentally be spilt, more especially when we consider the 
tummlt of a morning's exhibition of the dead body for penny 
gratuities by tke unprincinled mother of it.” 

* a a 


le, “you have stabbed your wife and 


a « «a 
LATEST FROM THE CAIF. 
thinggs iss a reechin a crississ. thee ole gal av overbalinct wile 
a brobbin att mee with er Rumbereller. shee av fel onn mi bak. 
iamm brok in 2. thee phrogg seem amuse. 
( Neat week, “ Finger-Marks.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


a 

a Cerrespoltents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inelosea stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Vo not inclose louse stamps, 


Sorry, GLYN, we cannot use it, We're so little space ta spare. 
Thanks for cutting, ALFRED BARKER, We were represented there. 
Try the firm you mention, PASTEL, Doubtiess they'll supply your 
nevds, Thanks for friendly tip, A WAITER, SLOPER gues to all 
the feeds, Sketches which you send us, SUMMY, We respectfully 
decline. Weare bound to é it, SLAKO; Semewhere we must draw 
the line. Sorry to refuse you, ANNO, But we haven't got the space, 
Choose the Isle of Wight, \Nquiner, It's a somewhat warmer 
place. “ Whitaker” will tell you, DoUBTFUL, Thanks for chatty 
(etter, Jor. You can bring an action, SLANDERED, But the coat 
we do nut know. On the quiet, please, Miss Dora, Mra, Sloper's 
cagle eye Woucd detect it, and she'd doubtless Want to know the 
reason why, ——— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
Lhe Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Pauper in the World, 


vrwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Beehuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GALBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tie SLoPER es,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET Street, Lonpos, K.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kivsques and Bovksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARTS AGENCY, 22 Run pe LA BANgur. 


£150 


Will be paid to the nert-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his ur her death in a lailway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PRovinen a copy of the eurrent issue of “ALLY 
SLopen’s WALE-HoLIDAy” be found upon the Deceased at. the 
time of the Accident. © NULY SLoeer’s HALE - HOLIDAY" is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn: 
ang at 8 wcluck, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thuraday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


ee 
Physician, Don't you think a visit abroad would suit old Mr. 
Bullion, Doctor B,? 
Doctor B. 1 daresay it might, but it wouldn't suit me. 
best-paying patient. 


TIe’s my 
Ld E * 
e 
THE uses of the Kodak are various, An amateur photographer 
the other day took an “justantancons” of the servant-girls hearth- 
stoning the steps at 9am. Our old aunt, who is rather short- 
sighted, mistook the view for that of an apiary of a long row of 
beehives. = 
* 
THERE was a young man of Hong Kong, 
Who once sang a drawing-room song ; ‘ 
It hadn't much sense, 
But ‘twas very “intense,” 
So they cheered him hoth loudly and long. 
* 


soe There goes Bullion, the great financier; how terribly ho 
stoops. 
Smith, Ah! he’s aclever man. Gent on making money, 
Jones, T should have said, bent by making money, 
* 


= * 
e “Um—ah ! anid so this is a proof of my article,” remarked the 
journalistic novice, consequentially. “Well, you can call it that if 
you like,” was the sharp, snappy reply of the brutal matter-of-fact 
editoz; “I should call it a proof of your bally incomnetence,” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 449,--The * Democratic” Coxtume. 


' be a useful bit of evidence in case you ever tried any hanke 


| riding to hounds 


- (Baturday, December 3, 1299. 


Spifin. — do you ick of A petted 

wffin, Oh, he's too familiar altog : 

itn How's that ve gether ; too free and easy, 

puffin, Why, a week ago I was introd i 
liked the look of Ley fellow, Y told him to Gallia one v 
supper any time he was passing, and I'll SER 
come the next day ! e . be hanged if he diin' 
s 
“AND IT may have this portrait of you, may 1?” ‘ , 

toying with a weird specimen of the censide NO lee ea rie 
had brought back with him from his holiday. “Why—er 
darling, of course !” he responded, highly gratified ; “but tell Mes 
dearest, is it that you may still gaze upon the semblance of y.. 
Algy during the long weary hours that I am absent from FOU thine 
youask forit?” “ Well, no—er—not exactly,” answered the fair vir 
poceeting the likeness ; “but, you see, you word the precious ¢ at 
etters you write so deuced artfully that the gift of a photo won iH 


y. 


. * s 
THE jester's face is pale and drawn, 
With deep remorse and sorrow blended ; 
The grief with which his mind is torn 
To well-nigh madden him has tended, 


His humour will not flow to-night ; 
The shame he feels he cannot smother; 
And he's, alas, reduced to write 
A joke about his Spouse's mother ! 


* 
Judge (steraly, to Witness), How comes it, sir, when you are 
fully aware of the importauce of bird evidence, that you keep ti. 
court waiting for an hour anda half?) May 1 ask you to explai 
the reason of your disgraceful delay ? ees 
Witness, Well, you see, my lord, I had rather a rowdy night of 
it last evening. A man! know invited me to dinner at your cl. b, 
and what with the bad wine and the baccarat, and the la——_ 
Judge (hastily), That will do—that will do, sir! You are ex. 
cused. Mr. Bullyman, proceed with the cross-examination of tie 
last witness. oe 2 
s 


Toung Sharpshins. This paper mentions the “Spirit of th. 
Times,” dad. What does it mean? 

Old Sharpshins. Well, my dear, that will depend whether it js 
spelt with a capital or an small “t.” The Spirit of the Times i. 
«ycophaucy, but the spirit of the times is most decidedly Scotc) 
whisky. a 

* 


Jubleigh. What's become of young Scatteroof, who used to ent 
such a dash down your way, training, gambling, betting, racin:, 


Cubleigh, He? oh! he came a cropper over one of the autumn 


| handicaps; he’s riding to the dogs nuw. 
s¢ 


ane was as bit cheeky, ote 
t hi ary 
ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. me “Sent ce ae prison facta 
The Buffalhenust. week for contempt of court.” 


First Fair One, How do you like married life ? 
Second Fair One, Very much ; but, luckily, I only see my husband once a week, 


Not only a jolly little Jap all round, but a 
Jn de circle young man, 


VAULTING ‘AMBITION, 


2 
Examiner, What do we call those people who went before us 
—our grandfathers’ grandfathers ? 
First Boy. Our ancestors, 
#zaminer, Right. Aud what do we call those who come after 


us? 
Second Boy. Bumbailiffs ! *.° 


WHEN you seen young man wearing his best clothes and a brizht, 
self-satisfied smile descending the well-cleaned steps of a stately 
domicile you will do well to mark him narrowly. And if a portion 
of carmine lip-salve still adheres to his moustache and a big white 
patch of blanc du perle decorates his left shoulder you may bet 
your very Jast tanner to 2 handful of marbles that he has just been 
asking his Ethel to be his and got an answer in the affirmative. 


s 
SHE thinks it very sinful to attend a music-hall, 
She vannot be persuaded to be present at a ball, 
And looks upon a theatre as a very awful show, 
Where only the iniquitous of either sex would go. 


But when a big divorce case makes a stir throughout the lanc, 

And its details are unfolded at the Law Courts in the Strand, 

Ora celebrated murder proves a spicy sort of case, 

She'll stand amid the crowd for hours and struggle for a place. 
s 


* 

Friend. Howdedo, Mrs. Bullyman?) What have you been doing 
to your husband? 1 saw him yesterday on the top of an omnibus, 
and he looks a new man, 

Mrs, Bullyman (icily). { alowed him to obtain a judicial sepa- 
ration last week, Mr. Noudle. 

Friend, Oh! that accounts for it, I suppose. 

. 


= 
Charlie. I can't manage these equations at all. 
Bob, Oh, they never trouble me! 
Charlic. How do you work them, then? 
Bob, 1 don't work them ; I skip them. 


* 

ToorTSstE hns opened a new circulating library. We can stronzly. 
recommend the latest: “The Deadly Spank,” by the author «f 
“Desperate Remedies,” “A Wail of Woe,” by the authorrss of 
“Helped at a Pinch.” “ Down Again,” by the author of “ The Lost 
Suspender.” + 

First Scribbler. Hallo! what's that you're writing on?) Thats 
not blotting-paper, is it? i 

Second Scribbler, No; it’s an indiarubber pad. What do you 
prefer to write on? 

First Scribbler. 1 always write on whisky. 


while his wife got herself 


e = 
Billington (who has bern waiting 
about women beinz 


on Sor the theatre), What rot this is, 
capable of becoming soldiers ! 

Mrs, Billington. Why, dear? 

Billington, Why, just think how long it would take them to 
obey the order to “dress up!”  « 

* 

“T po hate the fog, but for all that T could put up witha tit @ 
Scotch mist.” “No, ALLY,” answered McGooseley, sweetly. "Ye"! 
could not put up with a Scotch mist, nor yet with an Irish ey 
nor a ‘go’ of ‘Unsweetened.’ Next to a tiger sitting down by 
accident on a carving fork, | don’t know anything or anyone that 
can make more row than you do when you've slipped a bovze. 

* 


s 
St. PATRICK, so the Irish say, 
All snakes and sarpents drove away ; 
He drove them out with mighty hand, 
And cleansed his most distressful land. 


But 'Arry has a different style: 
He scatters snakes throughout our isle, 
For when he speaks it is hie fate 

To always drop an asp trate. 


* a Hibiahes 
Silly Little Thing. What do you think of my new dress, der 
Isn't it charming? Pee The 
The Brute. Hum! Ha! Well, it’s pretty, certainly sadly 
should think such a light material and delicate colour were nard)) 
suitable for this rainy weather. : | 
Silly Little Thing (with tears in her evice). Ob, ver 
thought I had done right this time. 1 told the dressmaker to 1 
it with an umbrella skirt. 


he 

THE Old Man is dead on the vivisection business, bur ae i 
came home the other day from the Blue Pig, he needui i ule 
taken Aunt Geeser, who was on all-fours aweeping up Me’ 
for a large-sized tom ent, nor need he have tried. by violent ‘ i : 
the dear old lady's proboscis, to see if it would make her ee 100 
left lee while she winked her right eyelash. You can hi 
much science sometimes. 


os 
. 


her 


Saturday, December 8, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE AT WULFF’S CONTINENTAL. 


o the expressed opinion of a number of learned 
t to have a permanent circus in London, I think 
not; and, indeed, I doubt 
whether the paling circus 
days in the _ provinces, 
either, except in wild, out- 
lying districts, are likely 
to continue many years 
longer. 

To permanently establish 
a circus in London, when 
the long-established Hippo- 
drome at Paris is shutting 
up and pulling down, seems 
to be a little bit wild. 1 
happen to be writing this 
at an hotei in Sheffield, and 
last night was at Stacey's 
Circus, which has been 
turned into a theatre, and 
where a very clever com- 
pany were playing a com- 
oor to a crammed house, 
Why, if a circus could be 
always profitably kept open 
in London, is Sanger's 
almost all the year round 
shut up? Why does not 
somebody follow Foster's 
example at Covent Garden, 
or have circus in av off 
time at Drury Lane or the 
Alhambra? No; an eques- 
trian performance now and 
ngain may do good business 
in London, but 1 don't be- 
lieve in it as a fixture. 

For some time to come, however, T should think that Herr Wulff 
will have full houses, for there are items in his programme of con- 
siderable interest and novelty. He has got, tuo,» brave show of 
horses—most of them, too, beautiful creatures, and wonderfully 
well trained, There is one thing that is very new and strange, and 
likely to be much talked of, Built up in the centre of the ring is a 
circular platform in two tiers. The two platforms and whole arena 
are presently tilled with horses and poe that go through com- 
plicated evolutions, guided by Herr Wulff, who, standing upon the 
upper platform, commands at will, with a crack of his whip, quite 
fifty graceful steeds at once. It is a curious and delightful scene, 
and elicits loud applause, 

There is, too, a remarkable exhibition of “thought translation,” 
otherwise thought reading, Asarule in this exhibition, the pro- 
fessor asks the lady or gentleman with the second sight some 
what might be termed very leading questions, Once, at the seaside, 
I remember a gentleman, in whose company I was, being asked by 
a party performing tricks upon the beach to lend him his walking- 
stick, and the conjuror 
inquired of his blind- 
folded companion 
what was written on 
it. The legend was 
iu somewhat remark- 


ACCORDING t 
critics, We ough 


Whimsical Walker and his donkey. 


able one, namely, 
“Florence Nightin- 


yale, Crimea,” and the 
blindfolded one first 
jumped at “ Flossie,” 
but on some rapidly- 
spoken words being 
passed to him, which 
sounded like gipsy 
language, he quickly 
rectified his error, 

At the Continental 
Circus things are 
much more puzzling, 
Miss Kennedy bein 
carefully blindfolded, 
Mr. Lorenz mingling 
with the audience, 
they show him articles 
they would like the 
lady to describe, or 
whisper the name of 
songs they desire her 
to sing. Then, with- 
out a word, but only 
pointing his finger at 
the fair second- 
sighter, the desired result, by some wonderful means, is arrived 
at to the astonishment of ail beholders. 

_ Of clowns there is no lack. Our old friend Whimsical Walker 
ix well to the fore with his well-trained donkeys and the bantam 
with which he does battle. Little Frisky also does a funny turn. 
ne the close of the first part of the entertainment, too, there is a 
1g rally of the motley, some fifteen or sixteen appearing at once 
‘the ring, and going through a number of very comic antics. 
lerhaps most applause is, among the clowns and jesters, gained by 


alee Baal, who is really extremely droll, But all in their way 
uo wood Work, 


. Phe dashing bareback riding of Herr Becker is about as good 
ie It coated be, and) Mdlle. Florence's marvellously bold feats are 
oudly cheered, and Malle. Ciotti does some very graceful evolu- 
Hons on horseback, The Moser Family contribute some clever 
a robatic performances, Yorick, one of the jesters, 1 had almost 
passed over, which T should have regretted, for his turn is 
‘cmarkably funny, Harry Dale is the ringmaster, aud Herr Hess 


Herr Wulff. 


Malle, Floreuce. 


hele the horse; and Herr Albert Schmidt—not Smith, mind 
eae izh Albert Smith is not a bad name—is equestrian 


| 
em 


ope & very good show, we!l worth going to see, 80 go 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


THE NEW LEARNED GIRL. 
(WITH APOLOGIES TO GIRTON AND NEWNHAM.) 

SHE has great and varied knowledge, picked up at female college» 
of quadratics, hydrostatics, aud pneumatics, very vast ; 

She is stuffed with erudition as you stuff a leather cushion, all the 
ologies of the colleges, and the knowledges of the past. 

She has studied the old lexicons of Peruvians and Mexicans, their 
theology, anthropology, and geology o'er and o'er. 

She knows the form and features of the prehistoric creatures ; 
icthyosaurus, plesiosaurus, megalosaurus, and many more, 
She'll describe the ancient Tuscans and the Basques and the Etrus- 

cans, their griddles and their kettles, and the victuals that they 


paces: 

She'll discuss the learned charmer, the theology of Brahma, and 
the scandals of the Vandals and the sandals that they trod. 

She knows all the mighty giants and the master minds of science ; 
all the learning that is turning in the burning brain of man; 

But she can't prepare a dinuer for a lean and hungry sinner, nor 
get up a decent supper for her poor voracious papa, for she 
hever was constituted on the old domestic plan, 

————— 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himsclf, with passing viservations and footnotes 
y his friends and relations.) 
CHAPTER XXXV. 
MYSELF AS A HOUSE HUSBAND. 

IN some respects, though my enemies say to the contrary, I have 
been a careful husband. | have done a good deal of marketing. 
In the cause of economy, on many a Saturday night have I gone 
out marketing. 

(1 should think he has ; but he hasn't forgot to call at the Blue Pig 
coming home, Don’t | remember seeing him seated on a doorstep 
wiping his eyes with a big haddock, which he took for his pocket- 
handkerchief, because he thought he'd lost the pound of Dorset 
which he was sitting on all the time, and which he thought was 
the bob'sworth of live eels he'd keep steady, so that they shouldn't 
wriggleaway.— MCG.) 

Even in the purchase of the meat for Snatcher, I have always 
insisted ona discount. A penny saved isa penny earned, and ten per 
cent. on the 365 ha'porths, at any rate, is good fora brace of drinks, 

I have even purchased garments for my dear wife and daughters. 

(Yes, I wish Pa wouldn't.—I am not going to wear grey worsted 
stockings, with black toes, and | am quite glad that those im- 
provers have gone out of fashion, because he won't go buying any 
more second-hand rat-traps that he says can make us beautiful for 
ever, with only just a little bending.—TooTsiE. ) 

Family medicines, too, [ have always purchased and made up 
myself. As un amateur mustard plaisterer, | think I may safely 
own that I am all there. 

(Yes, he is all there. Still, the Inst time Mrs, Sloper had such a 
bad cold, he was so mixed with his threepen’orths that he imis- 
took the beer-barrel for his good Indy, stuck the plaister on the top, 
and then fell sweetly asleep on the hundredweight of Wallsend, 
saying that he should wake up in time to take it otf when it had 
drawn enough.—I KY Mo.) 

Asa jude of meat, | do not think that there are many who can 
beat me. With half an eye I could tella good stenk. At ribs of 
mutton I certainly am not easily beaten. 1 often go into the 
Farringdon Market, where 1 think 1 may say I am popular and 
served as I ought to be. 

(He often does go to the Farringdon Market. As to his being 
pe ular, there's just a toothful of Ananias about that. When he’s 
aa the whiskies on and he takes to winking at the sheeps’ heads 
‘cos he thinks they're a row of new girls at the “Friv.,” he isn't 
exactly as welcome as a new round of drinks. As to his being well 
served—well, he’s served as well as he ought to be; at least, if he 
calls that being dotted on the crumpet with an Ostend rabbit and 
given the order of the boot into the open air.—McG. once more.) 

(To be continued next week.) 


—— ee 


WORSHIPPING HIS WORSHIP. 

[“ Magistrate, You are discharged. Female Prisoner (aged twenty-eight. Oh, 
you dear Mr. Marehum! oh, you dear darling! may you uever die!"— Police 
Report. 

¥ Ou, sweet must it be for the magistrate, when 
He's discharged, in discharging his duty, 
A lady whose summers are short of thrice ten, 
And whose face is not wanting in beauty ! 
Oh, sweet must it be for his worship to hear 
The acquitted one gratefully chortle, 
“Heaven grant you may ne er, oh, you darling, you dear, 
Have to pass through grim th's gloomy portal!" 


How oft has some stripling been fain (to secure 
A kind word ora smile from a daughter 
Of Eve) all the horrors of war to endure, 
Or pass bravely through fire and through water ; 
Yet happier far is the lot of the beak 
Who is paid by a fair one—for snarling, 
“Get out of my sight !"—with the passionate squeak, 
“ May you never see death, oh, my darling!” 
If such worship their worships can win them in such 
A nice way, it may prove a temptation 
To temper—and tamper with—justice too much, 
So each benk should make meek supplication 
For strength to forget, when he chances to sit 
On his bench with a Indy before him, 
The fact that the fair, if the fair be acquit, 
As a “dear darling love” may adore him! 
SS 


MAKING HIMSELF AMIABLE. 

THE Paalmist said in his haste that all men were liars: the 
Psalmist could not possibly have had Our Curate in his eye, and 
yet the amiable young Master of Arts, who has come to us straight 
from Cambridge, is always most readily acquiescent whenever that 

retty young mother, Mrs. Shroosberry, down in the village, lends 
Dorscif to what we call the most despicable form of tarradiddle— 
useless white ‘uns. 

“Oh, Mr. Cantabottle!” she will say, “have you heard my baby 
talk?” 

“T've not had that pleasure,” he will reply,as he passes his teacup 
for the third time. 

“ Well, you shall.” J 

She picks the baby up in her arms and takes it to the window, 
fooking out into the street. : 

“Now, baby, say milkman,—Say it, dearie?” 

“ Goog-goog.” eee 

“There, Mr. Cantabottle, isn’t that plain?” 

“ Marvellous—positively marvellous !” 

“ Now, baby, say marvellous!” 

“ Goog-goog.’ 

“What do you think of that, Mr. Cantabottle?” _ 

“My dear Mrs. Shroosberry, | am astounded. Why, the enild 
seems able to say anything.” 

“Quite so. What does mamma's petsy-wetsy want?” 

“ Goog-goog.” 

“ What is that, Mrs. Shroosberry 2?" ; 

« That is some of the cream out of one of the meringues, plain 
enough !” 

“To be sure, to be sure.” 

“What does pa-pa call the doggie?” 

“ Goog-goog.” 

“That's right—Rover! And what does mamma call the pussie ? ™ 

“ Goog-goog.” 

“Yes—Smut! B’ess its ickle boo'ful (kiss, kiss) heart, an’ its 
pitty nose (tise, kiss), and its boo ful curls (déss, kiss), it tan siy 
auything ” (kiss kisa, ete., ete., ete.). 

And the curate takes another mutiin! 

is 
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THE HIDDEN BoDy. 


certain clump of troce, wit Iloub iiseys ther detect wed ae 
sweetheart, Jane, A 
Robb Hartley is, or 
is supposed to be, 
at Hampstead for 
the purpose of in- 
Vestigating a case 
of “stolen pros j=" 
perty” (which 
some thief, ne 
doubt, has himself 
investigated alltoo - 
successfully); but 
the job has arrived 
at its monotonous 
stage, and he is os 
consoling himself ye" 

with some of the © 
sweets of life,after © 
a somewhat free 
consumption (for 
"tees. never buy 
their own drinks) 
of its sherry and 
bitters. 

Whatever else a 
tec. may be sup- 
posed to catch, you 
don’t tind him 
eatching himself 
paying for paltry 
iquor; but this is 
merely by the way, 

Robb Hartley ought in reality to be back at Scotland Yard, but 
he has telegraphed to headquarters, saying he has vot a ares 
(That, evidently, was his temporary name for Jane.) Following 
the wire, he has sent a letter, which says the writer is engaged at 
one of the large houses in Hampstead inquiring into the characters 
of some of the stablemen who were seen in the neighbourhood of 
the robbery on “the night in question "—whatever night that may 
happen to have been, Very likely it was nota night at all, but a 
morning, But they generally call it “the night in question” in 
police reports, and it’s no use forsaking form for mere correct: 
hess, 

They were sitting not far from the sandy road which cuts across 
the Heath from the Spaniards to the Bull and Bush, 

“Look !" suddenly said Jane, ina startled whisper, pointing in 
the direction of the road. xi 

Hartley looked. 

He saw a small cart standing half hidden by a large bush by the 
roadside, and from 
it two men were 
dragging a heavy 
burden, — wrapped 
in a sheet. 

“My Godt” 
muttered Robb to 
himself, * low on 
earth am I to re- 
vert on this case? 
Us not often one 
finds a couple of 
murderers in the 
very act of hiding 
their victims, and 
yet if I follow it 
up, IT shall crab 
myself over the 
robbery tour, 
‘What were you 
doing on Ham 
stead Heath?’ 
they'll ask me at 
the yard. I could 
tell "em I followed 
& man over there, 
and lost sight of 
him. They'd be 
lieve that soon 
enough! But then 
there's Jane ; she’s 
sure ty split some 
time or another.” 

All this passed through the mind of the perplexed Hartley as he 
gazed at the fearful sight before him, powerless to move in the 
matter lest a smart discovery on his part might lead to a smarter, 
or more smarting one, on the part of his superiors at Whitehall, 

The men had lifted the body from the cart, and were now 
struggling slowly along in the direction of a bulky berry-tree. 
behind which was a deep hollow, overhung with blackberry- 
bush. Into this they rolled the ghastly thing, aud silently drove 


“Lk!” 


sald Jane, 


4 k , VEN y ie 
Sirugyling slowly uleng. 


away. 

Robb Hartley could not sleep that night. It was perlaps best he 
did not, for his dreams might not have been over-pleasvut, 

“Why didn’t | chance it and follow the begzars up!” he asked 
himself again and again, But it was too late now, He must say 
nothing about it.” nee 

“But Jane knows, She's bound to come out with it sooner or 
later.” 

Miserable to the last degree looked Robb Hartley when next 


morning he put in 


an appearance— f i 
such an Appear- . at 
ance !—at Scotland 

Yard. 


“ You've not been 
successful, J can 
see,” said a superior. 
“Never mind, I’ve 
got another job in 
the same neigh- 
bourhood you can 


0. 

Robb started and 
turned paler even 
than before. 

“Last night,” the 
other continued— 
“Inst night, accor- 
ding to a notice | 
have just received 
from the Hamp- 
stead authorities, 
there was deposited 
in a hollow on the 
Heath a large bun- 
dle” 

bal) i || confess,” 
thought Robb.“ My 
information will be 
useful, and Vil 
chance the result.” 

© Sir—" he began, : peers 

“ Don't interrupt me,” said his superior, testily, Wait till Lise 
told you all, and don’t be in sneha harry, [was about ty say Mee 
the handle contained half a dead bullock, unfit: fer hunicin fons Fi 
and evidently placed there by son: butehes or other Gu bp ty 
Iiamopstead and make inguiries. 


© Dowt juterrupt me.” 


$88 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, December 3, 1597 


PUTTING HER FOOT IN IT. | HELPING HIM OVER THE STILE. 
| 
| 


“One of the young fellows whim | 
danced with, the other night, jas 
come so enamoured with me, 
has entered my fathers service 4. 
footman, Don't be surprised, t) er. 
fore, if you hear of me eloping wit), 


“Well, Jawkins, what do you think of the new parson? He 
don’t give us long serdons and spoil our dinners.” 


“ [—er—er—want to ask you to marry me!” 


Po vou Kugw hee? ‘ ut they are sv confounded short, it don't give us time for | + Wall, why dant you ily?” p Neccigg  Pgae ae Srom Letter «s 
Ties arity nines eNO Gead 1s pececen ph eovoaghe (rom hone DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—GROVER CLEVELAND, Esq. 


Of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, AY 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


ee — . 
At first. A. SLOPER thought of interviewing the President elect by wire, as heing didn't want to be stitched in canvas and slid overboard, with a shot at Tisiteet 
on the eve of distributing broadcast to the world (at the mall charge of 2d. per must cease his warblings. (3) Mr. Grover Cleveland, it is needless to say. ant 
head) his * 1892 Christmas Holidays,” which will excel in workmanship and design all Eminent a hearty welcome. “ Hail, Columbia !” cried A. SLOPER, pressing eek Ae 
other previous productions, he is wanted so mneh at the office. ‘ Question ?” said of the President elect. “Rule. Britannia! * responded the other, aa heart” 
his publisher. * What do you mean, fellow ?" demanded A. SLOPER, “Am I not in pressure. “ Delighted, boss, am I,” said the F.O.M., “to find bed cog ety pet te 
and out all day 2?" © Yes, and you «ill help yourself from the till each time. How “ Look here, SLOPER, dont!” said Mr. Cleveland. “ Don't what? ell, a 


——S 


lon’t allude 
2 = the dickens am T to know how weare going on ?” said the publisher, plaintively — is, I don't want to be stout, and I hear I am still making flesh, so please don ie ere 
No. 263,—MIss CERISE CASELLI. (1) But A. SLOPER patted him on the beck and remindel bitn int oa poe was | tothe matter again.” “I won't, boss; but now yon mention it, a little coop” 
“Who would not strive to win so fair a maid ?" but dross he need not worry himself about such trifles. But this by the way. So, would perhaps be an advantage!" “SLOPER!” “ Beg pardon ; let's ae Party of 
—The Dook Snook, putting an advance copy of the “Christmas Holidays” into his pocket, A, SLOPER hailing. Hail, crusher of the McKinley Tariff! Hail, exterminator of : sitet a 
“The sweet embodiment of all the finer graces,” started for the other side in the fastest vessel he could find, and, before he was taken War and Taxes! Hail—— Oh! by the by, I have brought you an i Mala EE 
—Lord Bub, ill, made its funnels ring again with such melodies as “* Far, Far upon the Sea,” “To my ‘Christmas Holidays, and if it dont make ve laugh and re yee 
“What man could steel his heart against snch charms ?" the West.” A Life on the Ocean Wave,” “I'm Afloat,” ete.—(2) Till the captain (4) Mr. Cleveland dropped fhe stupendous work as if it had been ting 
—The Hon, Billy. came hurrying with a message froin the passengers and crew to the effect that if he (5) A. SLOPER says he fancies he must here have had a fit or something. aes 


MORE INUNDATIONS; OR, McSWINE. IN EVIDENCE. 
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Hog ay r ‘ . beipy . hoe, k ye for 
(1) As McParnitch was taking the short ent through McSwine’s furm,a shot (2) And McSwine said, “ A‘ll pit doun trespassin’ on ma turnips, if I dee fur it.” (3) “Excuse me comin’ in wi" me wet clais, but ‘ave cum tae thank } 
ventilated Lis hat. } spoilin’ me Sabbath hat. 


saturday, December 8, 1892.) 


ned eke, T don't want any alfired rabbish shot into them 
: e ae ye oe ‘em up with gold? 
Joutest, em! res; but y u'd be so s 

“ant ty be standing on your head, top-heavy, you'd always 


= _ HAROLY FLATTERING. 
; Wal Ein of you to ask me to waltz! 
wh da eure: kuow, the reason is that I find most pretty gir!s 
(She never danced again. 


We S 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

A moment's attention, I pray you, good friends, I desire that you should all remember ; To 
piiish his” HOLIDAYS” SLOPER intends Next Monday, the Fifth of December, No, never before, 
: ‘nestly say, Wasa Number so grand, so stupendous, So clever, so humorous, sprightly and 
gin, So great, so sublimely tremendous, There's a Thomas's double-page Plate and Cartoon, The 
artists uust happy ercation, A locely half-page, by Hal Ludlow, which soon Must ereate quite a 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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#8 crammed, too, with verse and wit 


Of your friend—VHE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


A SUGGESTION. 
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Sand-w:teles, dedicated to our old friend Judy. 


world-wide, sensation; A hundred new sketches (magnificent chance) From high-classand versatile 
pencils ; The loveliest music—a ial fd) Dance—A sweet composition of Wenzel’s. The Number 

h jeat, And, dozens of stories and wheezes ; The man who devours 
not them all with a zest, Beyond mortal power quite to please is, 


t 


VERY INVITING! 
Swain, Twas a-thinkin’ of speakin’ to yer feyther, Morlina, to 
ae k a y oR Tne 
Dameel. Doaw't be a fule, Giles. speak te ver gr and mother 
*hout suckin’ eggs; but if you've pot anythin’ to say to me,oub 
wi’ it at once. 


e Yet Twopence alone is the price 
of this work, Which no woman, girl, buy,and no man Should fail to invest in,and thus the tip shirk 


390 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 
ON MONDAY NEXT! 7 
Vie Eminent, woe it suits him, is nothing if not) straight. 


forward, su he boldly aunounces that as there are two sides to every 


fir SUPERS] eis 
CHRISTMAS 


ceived two 
sorts of tes- 
timonials in 
reference 

to his 
“CURIS T- 
MAS HOLI- 
pays.” Last 

week 

simples of 
the tlatter- 
ing or genus 
ine descrip- 
tion were 
published in 
this column, 
ro this week 
we shall 
proceed to 

print 
some eX. 
tracts of a 

very 
different 
character, 
Virst of all, 
we have re- 
ceived a letter from Mr. MeDonzall, from which we have culled 
the following: “Of two evils choose the least, Give mea music 
hall in preference to “ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS.” 
Mr. Kast End Charrington wires, ° 1 had always looked upon 
SLOPE as my friend. My constant prayer in future will be, ‘Save 
me from omy friend." General Booth, in the course of a speech 
the other day. said, “A War Cry costs one halfpenny, the 
‘CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS’ twopence. Always go in for quantity. 
Morat.—Buy four copies of the former in preference to one of the 
latter.” Keir Hardie writes to the effect that he has received a copy 
of the paper but has not yet read it, nor does he intend to, Hearing 
that it does not advocate the claim of the new Labour arty to 
yovern England, he believes its failure is assured, A. SLOPER could 
till a page with other uncomplimentary extracts, but the space at 
his disposal is not sufficient, Still he fears not. A man, it is said, 
is no judge of his own work, Just so. But A, SLOPER is no 
ordinary man; at least, not in his own estimation, The public is 
ofttimes tickle he knows, but on this occasion he awnits its verdict 
ou Monday next with every confidence of what it will be. 
.¢* 


s 

Judy Almanie for 1893 is an eye-opener indeed. Twenty-four 
pages crammed full of choice pictures and reading, and an extra 
four-page musical supplement, 
“Judy's Valse,” by that eminent 
composer, Mons. Jacobi, given 
away — practically given away— 
for the wholly insignificant sum 
of threepence (post free four- 
pence), is, you will admit, an op- 
portunity not to be sneered at, 
“ Britannia’s Dream,” the double- 
mge cartoon, by William) Par- 
sinson, is quite a revelation, and 
A, Chasemore'’s graceful pencil ix 
seen at its best in“ The Signs of 
the Zodiac" and “The Seasons,” 
whilst Alfred Bryan, Hal Ludlow, 
Fred Pegram, Maurice Greitfen- 
hagen, F. H. Townsend, and nu- 
merous other distinguished artists 
have contributed specimens of 
their brightest work. When we 
add, too, that the literary contents 
of the publication is on a par with 
its artistic merit it will be seen at 
once that Judy Almanac is the 
thing to invest in, 

. 


. 

AT the Banquet to the Mayor 
of Brighton, on Nov. 9th, 300 sat 
down. The Hon. Billy says they 
had 990 oysters between them, 
which was three to each visitor, 
As they only had two waiters Inid on to open them, the process 
took exactly one hour. Billy says he thoughtlessly ate his three 
right off, but Dr, Whittle, a more prudent bivalvist next him, 
took one every twenty minutes, After the first hour was over— 
the Oyster Hour—the dinner sailed on all right. 

. 
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A, SLoprEr’s congratulations to John Latey, who has hit ona 
novel idea in Beauty's Daughters, the Christmas number of the 
Penny Illustrated Paper, John and ALLY are both dead nuts on 
female jam, and always have been, The coloured plate, “ Play- 
mates,” is singularly pretty, and is sure to be popular, The 
humerous pictures are about as Christmassy as one could wish, and 
the stories throughout just the thing for the time of year. Latey's 
own tale, “A London Prima Donna,” is the best thing in the 
book, except, of course, the photographs of Beauty's Daughters, 
which the F.0.M. coos over all day long. Mrs. Sloper is green 
with jealousy, but readily admits its a good sixpenn’orth. 


CLEVERLY constructed, and undoubtedly funny, the enthusiastic 
recep ion accorded The Guardsman, at the Court Theatre nightly, 
is thoroughly deserved. G, R. 
Sims and Cecil Raleigh have 
done their work excellently, 
and although some of their 
ideas are not quite original, 
they answer their purpose 
admirably. Of course, in the 
limited space at our disposal, a 
minute analysis of the play is 
impossible. Suftice it tosay that 
it is exceedingly mirth-pro- 
voking, and reflects credit on 
all concerned in it, actors and 
authors alike, Playgoers are 
aware that a liberal managerial 
policy prevails at the Court 
Theatre. So, of course, a 
capital company is engaged 
in the interpretation of the 
piece, of whom Ellaline Terriss, 
Caroline Hill, Wilfred Gros- 
smith and Arthur Cecil are 
seen quite at their best, 


TIARVEY DUNN, swimming 
instructor to Jubilee and the 
Twins, is going to take a benefit 
at Brill’s Baths, Brighton, on 
December 8th. Professor 
Finney, F.0.8., champion all- 
round swimmer of the world, Miss Finney, the “Heroine of London 
Bridge, and Baby Finney, will all take part in the programme, 
A, SLOPER, Esq.. will also, weather and circumstances permitting, 
give his populir Gin-and-Watery entertainment. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FINDING himself in the Westminster Bridge Road the other 
evening, the Ancient Fabric, having nothing particular to do, 
weighed into the first 
musie hall which 
dawned upon his vision, 
This happened to be 
Gatti's Palace of Varie- 
ties. Considering that 
a powerful rival, in the 
shape of the Canter- 
bury, is almost opposite, 
this little hall shows up 
bravely indeed, and that 
South Londoners  ap- 
preciate the managerial 
catering is pretty evi- 
dent from the laughing 
faces around. The com- 
pany engaged here at 
present is far above the 
average, and liberal ap- 
plause is bestowed upon 
each member of the 
same, That Gatti's 
patrons do not stint 
their applause was evi- 
dent from the vociferous 
cheers which greeted A, 
SLOPER's removal from 
the house after attempt- 
ing acomic song on his 
own account, 


ToTtT1E GOOoDENOUGH 
writes us that the concert held in The Dome, on Nov. 15, in aid of 
the Royal Alexandra Hospital for Sick Children at Brighton, has 
brought bullion into the coffers of that bli po bgellden | institution, 
Tottie says she wishes some good Samaritan would get up a 
concert for her benefit, 2+ 

s 


THE Eminent has just seen “The Komikal Kalendar for 1893,” 
produced by his old pal Howard Paul, and, in modern phrase- 
ology, it captures the eracknel. The F.O.M. has interviewed 
Parkins & Gotto on the subject, and they say it is going off like 
hot cakes, There's something thundering original in this bob’s- 
worth of Howard's, Not only can you distinctly see the day of 
the week, the date of the month, and the year in which you are 
living, but the accompanying wheeze keeps you in a good ever 
ull day long. To people suffering from fin de siécle pip the Mil- 
dewed One strongly recommends the “ Komical Kalendar for 1893," 

=. 
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It is sad, indeed, to reflect what a very infinitesimal excuse some 
wople require to immediately rush iuto print, especially when 
‘arliament happens to 
away from St. Stephen's en- 
joying itself. “Bad Hand- 
writing” was the somewhat 
weakly theme of a discussion 
recently carried on by various 
worthy folk in the columns of 
a daily contemporary devoted 
tothe nes of Liberal- 
ism and half-page advertise- 
ments. It wasn’t interesting. 
The common or garden editor, 
or the average compositor, 
could have given the whole 
crowd 7 lbs. and a beating 
with regard to experience of 
indifferent penmanship, whilst 
no single _—_ correspondent 
quoted the Eminent’s fist as 
an example of illegible cali- 
graphy, forthe Eminent, like 
Carlyle and many other dis- 
tinguished Jittérateurs, is 
celebrated for the badness of 
his handwriting. Like many, 
this may be merely affec- 
tation, but we spell it 
“Unsweetened” at “The 
Sloperies.” *.° 


( Pies Baler) 
_ Bad 
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WE are asked to contradict 
the statement made in a - 
Society Journal that A. SLOPER has just ordered a new shirt. The 
impression may have got abroad through his having said to a friend 
that if his“ CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS” hit the bull’s-eye he might doso. 
s.?* 
a 
Tne Eminent Littérateur has this day been pleased to bestow 
the “Award of Merit upon HARVEY THOMAS, because he knows 
how to manage the “ Datly Graphic.” “ Feyther,” warbled the 
Blue-Eyed Compositor, “lve often thought that the‘ IIALF'UN' 
is A mammoth production to turn out weekly, but when compared 
to the Daily Graphic which ‘Arvey Thomas’ churns out every 
blooming twenty-four hours, blowed if it don’t sink into the chasm 
of hobseurity, and—" This was more than A, SLOPER could 
stand, and for 2 time sounds of hammeriug and squeals destroyed 
the continuity of thought, * 
s 


STRANGE are the ways of women, and the excuse of the Vienna 
ballet dancer, charged the other day with attempting to commit 
suicide on the 
ground = that 
“she was be- 
coming too 
popular,” 
does but add 
to the un- 
doubted truth 
of the saying. 
Had this way- 
ward damsel 
endea v oured 
to put an end 
to her exis- 
tence because 
she had been 
relegated to 
the back row, 
or because a 
more fortun- 
ate friend had 
received a 
better set of 
diamonds, or 
drove a 
Bmarter 
brougham, or 
a hated rival 
had proved s/ 
her ability to in 
kick half an 
inch — higher, 
we could 
have, perhaps, understood it; but “beeause she was becoming too 
popular "—well, there's some mystery about the atfair somewhere, 


* 
Ir is said that the Amazons of the King of Dahomey get tight 
on gin before they vo into battle. Another chalk for ALLY. How 
the influence of the * HALF UN “is spreading to be sure! 


j says Leigh Hunt, “she spent in retirement at Strawberr 


5th December, 1836.—Under this date, Raikes Gites k 


| in this manner. At length his own wife discovered and 


; (Saturday, December 3, 1892, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS 


4 CALENDAR FOR THE WKEK ENDING Deceunen era, 1s 
. 92. 


_4th December, 1785. — Kitty Clive, 
died this day, aged seveuty-four, 


the famous a. 
“The latter part of ee 


where she was a neighbour and friend to Horace W, vi 
cffeminacy she helped to keep on the alerts tear i 
ws as if she had been the man of the two and he the wor Saal 
had a violent temper. Piaying at quadrille at a fushionabi. mae 
u white-haired dowager demand+d of her payment for tv aes 
aces, “Here, take your money,” said Kitty, “thoush j.., 
wish T could give you two black eyes, you old white eat eee 


horrible story from the Moniteur of Algiers, A butche Pine 
or, rather, a dealer in meat fried in oil, allured, hace a ytives, 
age into a retired part of his house a number of women i. ee 
ow life, whose evil destiny brought them to his shop. There ie 

were murdered, cut in pieces, and their flesh, when dr at 
exposed for sale on his shambles. Eight women had disappear il 
him. “ Retributive justice was soon awarded. The reel 


nailed alive on his own chopping-block. Four negro. eu 

ordered to cut him in pieces, but slowly and so gradually that t ie 
miserable wretch could still live to see morsels of his own 1 He 
fried before his face and given to a pack of hungry dogs, wis y.-, 
assembled from all parts of the town for this most hurril'. rah 
disgusting purpose.” as 


ja 
6th December, 1838.—Walter Frampton, Mayor of Jira. 


who died this day, left his wife a very large property, but with t),,, 
strict injunction, that should she re-marry, his executors wer 1, 
“expel her from all participation therein for ever, making a trip's 
proclamation of the same to all men by sound of trumpet at ti. 
nigh cross,” aay 


7th December, 1838.—This day the Rodney was strick 
by balls of lightning with reports equal to that of a 32-pounider 
Two men were killed, and their clothes burnt off. Their comrad-. 


suid they saw balls of fire, and ran after them to throw them over ( 
board. “The flinty stones found in gravel pits, and supposed to wa 
be thunderbolts, are frequently petrified sea-hedyzehogs.” | 


8th December, 1690.—Finuelli, the celebrated zany, .\.. 


named Scaramouch Finuelli, who came to England in 1673 and . ‘ 
astonished John Bull with feats of agility, died this day in Paris, Li 
“Stout Scaramoucha with rush-lance rode in, tlie 

And ran a tilt with centaure Arlequin.” his 

—Dryden, * The Silent Woman" ( Epilogue ), sn 

Oth December, 1876.—A newspaper of this date say~ — ins 
“Richard beenham, ‘The Swanley Fat Boy,’ died a few days ax: bri 
He was twelve years and four months’ old, stuvod five feet in | 


height, weighed twenty-five stone (fourteen pounds to the stone), 
and measured sixty-nine inches round the waist.” 


10th December, 1828,—No. 1 of the King's Bench Gast aie 
was this day issued, price 2d., from No, 14 iu 6, within the Kinz’s 


Bench Prison. 
“ J like honesty in all places."—JUDGE BAYLEY. 


BEAUTY VERSUS DOMESTICITY. 


A WEEKLY paper says, “the rage for domesticated wives is on the 
increase—women who can cook, sew, and generally look after a 
household, standing the best chance now in the matrimonial mar- 
ket.” SLOPER'S Tame Poet has dropped into verse upon ti 
subject, and as he espouses the cause of Beauty, the Moss-Growa 
One hereunder prints his screed :— 


To D— 
What care I that my love’s unskilled 
In domesticity’s dull science ; 
The love with which my heart is filled, 
Enables me to bid defiance ; 
To household troubles, which the life 
Of many Benedicts embitter. 
They don't deserve a pretty wife, 
A strong-armed servant-maid were fitter. 


What though the darling of my heart 
Is ignorant of soups and gravies, 
Can't roast a joint or bake a tart— 

In beauty she’s a rara aris. § 
And though unknown to her's the lore Jas 
Pertaining to things culinary, k 
1 worship her, I think, the more— 

Oue can’t expect it from a fairy. 


One tender glance I'd sooner choose 
From ‘neath my darling’s silken lashes, 
Than all the “Cooking School” learnt stews, 
Dyspeptic cakes, and fearsome hashes. 
T scorn the wiles of dowdy frights, 
Known as domesticated misses ; : 
A champion | of Beauty's rights, 7 
I’m proud to revel in her kisses! 


> 


ART NOTES UP TO DATE. 


king of the show of Anreli's water-colours at Shoolbred’s, sus 
bd Hie cries ates giving art shows, what is tu becume of us? 

Why, nothing very serious, old Star, SLOPER vould i 
thought that yeu, of all his contemporaries, would ae Loe 
with delight the growing taste for art among the hum ne ala 
Anyway, SLOPER does; and he’s gone so far as to tell of is a 
his young men to do special reports of the latest shows, W! E 

sult — sas 
ree Pastel Evhibition by Mr, Bob Hoggs. A crowded ee 
assembled at the nes Searle ha of chuwe bigoted bg tie 

ist. which took place on the spacious stone pr ade nT 
the Euston ieeuticus of the L, and N. W. Ry. Co. Most eee 
were the realistic murccauz of still life, which never fail Ls i 
ready appreciation among the professor's patrons. aie Bate 
attraction was a study on stone, ‘Candle in Ginger Beer fied 
which was a (xcarly) finished work, and another, Fetaps the 
Bacon,’ showed thought and careful handling. 1 aha 
strongest appeal to the connoisseur was made by a oe eit 
It is to be regretted, however, that just as the talente Suen 
was about to put the finishing touches on ‘Hard cal ee was 
depicting a mouse caught in a steel trap, ew oT drove Bath 
abruptly closed by a sudden and heavy shower, W ee h Deurusiinl 
the critics and the artist into the public bar of t ea 
Arms, where the former presented the latter with sever! 


of bronze, which the gifted artist pocketed with many ‘Gord bee 
Old Masters. On Saturday 


yes." 
“ Exhibition of Engravings after J Beas sees 
evening Inst, Ne skate Gregg re-opened his eulectloe | i 
prints and engravings before an admiring if poet aerahish 
audience outside Spencer, Turner and Boldero's ii : ‘ore! 
in Lisson Grove. The crowded condition of ‘ a prevent 
umbrella, in which, for safety, the exhibits were Dig Tel to 010 
many from getting more than a bird's-eye viewss were eve 
confusion and uproar, But the favourite subjec eailier® cl 
‘The Poison in the Jam Jar; or, the Dying Che Boatiat 
“Grace Darling ; or, How Much an Hour a gee virouble a tn 
and ‘Rover on the Battlefield,’ which depicts t Mehout a Leen 
vot into for taking a retriever into the Comes * i rot attempte! 
Several of the company, however, became so pian ie aes 
to remove the exhibits without going throne tito brits 
formuta, that Mr. Gregg was reluctantly compe!e: 


exhibition to aa abropt termination. 


the 


saturday, December 3, 1892.) 
~~ CHINESE CHAPPIES. — 
(A SONG FOR “CELESTIALB.”) 
“+ js becoming very prevalent in certain parts of the Celestial 


ene 


, © vDox’T think the happs- 
f yappy young swell so 
Pa 


sappy-sappy 
Only i Hugland makee 
a show, 

For now upon the tapee is 
the Chinese chippie- 
chappie 

Come to knock the world 
topside galow ! 

Cutting a dashee-dashee, 
when out upon the 
mashee-mashee, 

Right away from Singa- 
re to Hong-Kong, 

Aud the Chinese dandy- 
dandy is always in gay 


moody, 
And this is the Chinese 
chippie-chappie song. 


Chorus. 


O the Chinese chappie, he 

go winky-winky-winky 
At all the pletty masher 
girls out hobblin’, 

And the Chinese chappie, 
he go. drinky-drinky- 
drinky, 

To drivee off old care’s hobgoblin! 

At the play he have a stallee, where he frequently enthrallee 

“The hearts of the pletty little Lottie, Tottie, Conuie ; 

And a deucee of a chappie at the racee-handicapes i 

Is the chippie-chappie, snippy-snappy Chinese Johnnie ! 

el 


A TERRIBLE REVENGE. 

Or course it was a silly, risky sort of thing to do; but, then, he 
was so beastly wild with her, . 

It was such cheek —such consummate unheard-of impertinent 
don t-vou-know, for her to treat him as she had done ; at least, that 
was the opinion of Julian Lotharsmirk, editor and proprietor of that 
venized organ of the dramatic and music-hall professions, The 
ight, when Kitty Flutterskirt, » pretty but recent addition to 
» variety boards, 80 promptly repulsed his advances, sent back 
outs, laughed at his avowals of affection, and, finally, after 
ssubting hun most unmercifully, forbade him “to ever address his 
insolent remarks to her again.” 

The opinion of Mrs, Lotharsmirk and her half-dozen olive 
branches remains unrecorded, 

Kut Lotharsmirk meant having revenge, and it was doubtless 
this fierce unreasoning desire to be even with her which led him to 
beiave in the manner which, at the opening of this veractous 
narrative, we described as characterised by both risk and stupidity 
—viz., to sit down, whilst still smarting under the eebat, and 
write a scathing notice of Kitty's new soug and dance, which she 
was to give at the 
Joungity onthe fole "4 i 
lowing Thureday, [*’<) | 1 
True, the huge eire u- (-&. : 
lation of The Limes ~% 
liqht necessitated 
the going to press on 
the Puesday, but, as 
the paper was not 
published until the 
Saturday, the fact 
that the criticism 
was written prior to 
the performance 
would not be suse 


pected 

¢. cosily-fur- 
shed little villa 
a West Kensington, Puffby, the bright young sub-editor of Zhe 
Line ight dining téte-a-téte with his charming young wife. 

Well yes, you're right, she certainly does bear a striking resem- 
bance to the lady known to the publie as Kitty Flutterskirt. 

“And so, my dear,” concluded Mr. P., “instead of punching the 
scoundre.’s head, and asking him what the deuce he meant by it, I 
Jist passed it for press; aud if you only do as I suggest, it'll be a 
emtnder and a decidedly more paying revenge.” And Kit—that is 
ars. lultby—tnought so too, 

ze . © * * * ° 

_ The Lonngity, on Thursday. Turn 12, A murmur of expecta- 

ion, ollowed by the appearance of the manager, “ Ladies and 

Temen,” he remarks, “1 regret most sincerely to inform you 
owing to severe indisposition, Miss Kitty Flutterskirt’s ap- 

e inher latest novelty will be postponed for some weeks. 
task your kind iudulgence of an extra turn.” 


. * « 


= . * , * ° *. * 
eas te Limelight Office. Enter Lotharsmirk, white and trembling. 
veit—— Puftby, have you seen this? Of all the——" 


TPS Ge * had * * * 
Feetract from the “Daily Telegraph.” )—Fiutterskirt v. Lothar- 


a iy ee His lordship concluded his summing by commenting 
ies the maliciousness of the libel ; and the jury, after an absence 
‘uuly five minutes, found for the plaintiff, with £3000 damages. 

GIRLS OF THE «FRIV." 


No, 75.—MEGALITHIA VON PEGTOP. 


é pai, I PRAYED the Fates to raise 
F A betwixt 
7 My love and me no barrier; 
en) Serenely in my mind I fixed 
en Eo The day when | shou!d marry 
‘2 _ her. 


~~" -~/Y# Our honeymoon, methought, 
ie | _ would be 
/ j Replete with gay and jolly 
Ys days; 
_h/4 Together she and I with glee 


Would spend our Christmas 
holidays ! 


_ 


journeyed forth yest’re’en to beg 
Her heart and hand so cheerfully ; 
But, when I knelt before ny Meg, 
The traitress told me tearfully 

A tale that well might make my life 
A batch of melancholy days: 
She'd be a rich young lordling’s wife 
Ere came the Christmas holidays ! 


\ | S With three low moans and three loud 
\ | squeals, 
\\ To seek a chemist started T 
1\ Resolved to make some pills like Neill's, 
U And as a love-lorn party die ! 


But, ere rea wi 

An angel siid, “ Govier a oe 

ood news of coming joy, my son! 
Tani next, | swear to you, 

VII from your bitter grief be freed. 
pone your melancholy days, 
¢ but to see, and better rend, 
A. SLoprr’s ‘Cunistaas Honipays'!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_~ 


Rowan CoTTacre, Barry. BY CARNOUSTIE, 
E November 19th, 1892. 

Dear Sin,—We have yours of 16th inst., enclosinz cheque for 
£150 in settlement of claim against “Ally Slope e's Railway Accident 
Life Insurance,” in connection with the death of our brother, and 
beg to convey to you our best thanks for the kind and prompt 
manner in which you have settled the claim.—We are, vours truly, 

JANE axp ANNIE ANDERSON, 


35 MARLBORO’ HILL, N.W., Norember 20th, 1892. 
DEAR SLOPER,—If | have not written you before to thank you for 
your kindness in sending me your “Award of Merit,” it was 
vecause I have been so very busy with rehearsals, but | now hasten 
to write and thank you, and hope you will accept my appreciation 
of the same.—Yours sincerely, IVAN CARYLL, 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No, H2.—HE 1s SHIELDED BY THE CHIVALROUS CHEVALIER. 


IN Mildew's donjon-keep we keep 

A coster’s cart ; and, when his deep 
Potations make A. SLOPER tight, 

Then, at the witching hour of night, 
Forth with that cart doth Higgins roam 
To bring the Mildewed Muddler home ! 


But once, while his inebriate load 

Bold William dragged along the road, 

A Revenue official seized 

Upon the lad, and cried, well pleased, 

“ Since in that cart, like cumbruus log, 

Lies an intoxicated dog, 

The cart’s a dogeart. So your boss 

Must summoned be. ‘Cos why? Why, ‘cos 
A private dogcart he has got 

For which a license holds he not !" 


He spoke, and fled. Then Bill at once 

Stuck pins into the Slumbering Dunce, 

And roused him up and told his tale, 

And loud and long was SLOPER’S wail. 

“To my admirers far and wide 

This dreadful charge,” he, sobered, cried, 
“Will show "—and here his teeth he guashed— 
“That I my temperance pledge have smasheu. 
But who will save me from my shame?” 
And, lo! upon his ears there came 

A manly voice, “ Dear SLOPER, | 

Will save you from your dvom, or die!” 


And when the speaker nearer drew, 

The shimmering moon disclosed to view 
That genial man, that brilliant star, 
Who “knocked ’em in the O. K. RB.” 

“ Chevalier! comrade staunch and true! 
You mean it not?" “Ido! Ido! 

I'll stoutly swear that dogcart’s mine, 
Accept the blame and pay the fiue!” 


‘Twas done. And SLOPER (who can now 
Declare he’s kept his temperance vow) 
Doth in his gratitude implore 

All friends of his, the country o'er, 

That they'll themselves and families bring 
To hear the great Chevalier sing. 


TW orPENCE. 
Post free, Threepence. 


ON MONDAY NEXT, DEC. Sth, 


ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


100 
ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED, 


A CHARMING PIECE OF MUSIC, 


TOOTSIES “SERPENTINE DANCE,” 


Specially composed by LEOPOLD WENZEL, Musical Director at 
the Empire Theatre, Leicester Square, 


AND A DOUDLE-PAGE PLATR, BY W. F. THOMAS 
(measuring 22in. x 15in.), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS DINNER. 


Amongst many other special attractions will be found 
A CARTOON, BY W. F. THOMAS, 


A GAY CHRISTMAS EVE, 
AND A LARGE DRAWING, BY HAL LUDLOW, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” 


Representing the first performance of the Grand Christmas 
- Pantomime, teh 24 by the Eminent Littérateur ). 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 
never before published, 
TWoPENCE. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Trp SLOPERIEs,” 99 SHOE LANE, LONDON, E.C. 


TERRIBEL! 
(A SEASONABLE PARODY ON “CLARIBEL.”) 
THE office-boy departeth 
From biz., but ere he starteth 
For home, a purchase maketh + 
Then, as his trot he taketh, 
The luscious fruit he pareth, 
And (though no jot he careth) 
Behind him as he hieth, 
The Orange Peel low lieth ! 


Old Parson Bell quick scurricth, 

To cateh a train he hurrieth, 

He puffeth, panteth, bloweth, 

His perspiration floweth, 

“T'll sure be late!’ he waileth, 

ane still more ami He aeiles h, 
o orange peel he spieth, 

And Parson Bail low lieth ! 


Policeman X appeanreth, 

And at His Reverence sneereth, 

“© You're drunk, sir, drunk !" he hawleth 
At him who, struggling. sprawleth. 

“L'il lock yon up!” he jeereth 

As he the priest upreareth, 

His prisoner tight he grippeth, 
Then—holy snakes! he slippeth. 

First high in air he flieth, 

Then Peeler X low lieth ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A TOBACCONIST is perhaps the only tradesman who won't give 
an editor carte blanche to “ puff” his goods, 

WHy does Tootsie, 13 a good Protestant, abhor the letter T.?— 
Because ‘twonld make Papa papal. 

THERE will be another sensational poisoning case soon, The 

reons who drugged the market are known to the police, 

SPoRTING MrM.—" Brief Results of Matches": Lighting pipes. 


o9l 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE FREAKS OF FORTUNE. 


CHAPTER 1. 

‘TWAS a blinding, blistering, hot summer day. For once in a 
long while the Clerk of the Weather had contributed a sample of 
the sort of weather eae? 
which one has a 
right to expect, but 
rarely gets. Uhe 
sun poured down 
its rays liberally, 
and all) humanity + 
who could afford | 


to do it sought 
shady placea and 


swabbed their faces 
with handker- 
chiefs. Those who 
could not afford to 
do so, toiled on and 
sweltered, 

Our tale has to 
do with one of 
each of these great 
classes, The mem- 
ber of the leisured 
class was a girl— - 
fair to look upon. 
as she reclined be- 
neath the shade 
of a huge beech- 
tree and lazily 
gazed from beneath 
its umbrageous 
shade on the atir- 
ring scene around 
her, It was hay- 
making time, and 
she should have 
been haymaking, but she preferred to lie at ease and dream of a 
time when she would get’ her deserts and be lifted out of the 
need there was to work, 

She was not lovely, according to the true novelist's ideal. She 
was well enough to look upon, but she was substantial, as became 
au farmer's daughter, and the occasional freckle on her slightly 
retroussé nose showed that she did not always court shady places ; 
ret, as her father’s daughter, she could seek such shelter when she 
chose, 

As she lay there n whistle suddenly sounded. With its sound 
the stir smong the hay-makers immediately subsided. The sturdy 
peasant, as is the manner of hie kind, ceased instantly in whatever 
he was engaged. The burden was dropped where he stood; the 
long swath of hay, which was half lifted to be turned, was allowed 
to lie unturned, 
and all sought 
shady places 
whereat to lie 
for the dinner- 
hour and munch 
thehardly earned 
bread and cheese. 

Only one 
sought the shade 
of the  beech- 
tree, where lay 
the farmer's 
» daughter, and 
that one was a 
lanky youth, 
~ whose age might 
be nineteen, As 
he approached 
the tree, his atti- 
tude was defer- 
ential as became 
his lowly station, 
yet a close ob- 
server might 
have observed a 
satisfied smirk 
that suggested a 
knowledge that 
his approach to 
the Indy was not 
unwelcome, 

Soth were 
cautions not 
to betray the slightest emotion, for the eyes of the other workers 
might be upon them, but they were far enough away to prevent 
their words being overheard. 

“Mary,” said the youth, “I can bear this no longer. The work 
is hard and the fe is insufficient. [am sure your mother has a 
suspicion of my love for you.” ; 

“Nonsense!” said Mary Somers, the farmer's daughter, “No 
one suspects atall, What on earth makes you think we are dis- 
covered?” 

“She has been day by day giving mea smaller bit of cheese for 
dinner.” 

“Ha!” said Mary, “it 
may be as you suspect. If 
she knew we met, she would 
be furious and would tell my 
father.” 

“Lam sure she would.” 

“Tle would give yuu notice 
to leave at once.” 

“But for you, [| would not 
care for that,” murmured the 
youth, fondly. “f feel that 
I would be better away; 1 
grow so thin.” 

“Poor Georg:! the course 
of true Jove never runs 
sinooth.”” 

“It doesn't,” said George. 
“Look how the bones in my 
arms stick out; my legs are 
as knotted and gnarled as 
the root of a tree.” 

“My father told me to-day 
that he wished me to marry 
Farmer Thombuy.” 

“Mary, I could not bear to 
see it.” 

“It ahall never be, George! 
I will be true to you!” 

“My own!” 

“Hush! someone comes, 
Meet me to-night after 
moonrise at the back of the 
barn. I will tell you more.” 

And as one of the other 
Inbourers approached, George 
Smith sadly eyed the last inch 
and a half of cheese, placed the too inadequate m 
cavity in his face, and slowly swallowed it alons 
ance of his sorrows, ; 
‘(To be continued next week.) 


“A smailer bit of clcese.” 


Slowly swallowel it. 


orsel inside the 
with all appear: 


THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


e 
No. 284.- Mit. WILLIAM ELToN, F.O.S. 

“When the knowlelze was imparted to William Elton that he 
was to form the subject of one of our * b alleries,’ his rage 
knew no bowls, Wty he who was a par vof modesty, should 
be ruthlessly dragged from that shell te whielr he is se foud 
of retiring Was beyond his conception. ‘Thunderbolts and crow- 
bars!'shriekel he. ‘What have I done to deserve such punish- 
ment?” Finding that threats made no impression upon us, 
William then endeavoured to poison us with frequent doses of 
brandy—an attempt which it is almost needless to remark failed 
dismaily. The genial comedian, finding his straggles against 
Fate of no avail, at this period collapsed altogether, at the same 
time imparting to us the folowing information. Firstly, that he 
thought that he was born on a desert island in the Pacific Ocean, 
bat could not quite remember, Probably had both father and 
mother, but would not actnally swear to it, Secondly, that he 
was an actor from force of cireumstances rather than from 
choice. It had always been his ambition to become an Indian 
chief, but having had the misfortune to be born white. it was 
only with the assistance c. stage properties that he could falfil 
hisdesires. At this point we, unfortunately, so far forgot our- 
selves as to ask whether he was born sober. A brandy bottle, to- 
ether witha string of adjectives which made even the atmosphere 
turn red, was our only response. We left his domicile fully con- 
vineed that William Elton could exaggerate as well as he could 
act. Chietly because he is an excellent comedian, William was 
created F.O.5.. and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to 
him October 22nd, IN920°—Debrett Poneconad 


“Hullo, Mr. Monkeyface, how much bear's grease did it take to 
bring your Sunday overcoat np to that piteh ? ba 


AFTER A SCRIMMAGE. 
“Tsay, old man, we've got the wrong legs.” 


Rill Sikes. Now then, guv'nor, yer money or yer life! 

Gambler (who has lost ererythiny at cards during the evening). 
Take both. The money, 44d. in coppers, you will find on that 
shelf, and help yourself to what remains of the whisky. 


London: Printed by DaLtieL BROTHERS, at their Camden Lres:, High Street, N.W., aud Published ty tle Proprictor, GILBERT 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


UNKIND. 


Ske, Oh, Dr. Munchump, have you ever been in a duel ? 
Me, No; TU shouldn't like to kill a man in cold blood, 
She, Indeed 


BASE 


INGRATITUDE. 


pion, was a true philan- 
thropist, with a heart which bled for the sufferings of the down-trodden poor, as 
he was often heard to bellow. Consequently, when an indigent youth, in an ostenta- 
tionsly threadbare condition, who had been sent out to beg for his parents, approached 
him the other day,—(2) The kind-hearted legislator burst into a flood of sympa- 
thetic tears, and, forthwith taking the stripling under his protection.——(3) Con- 
ducted him to the back premises of the Democratic Riff-Raff Cinb, where, with the 
assistance of other Socialist benefactors of their kind, he reduced the victim, by a course 
of banting, toa still more picturesqnely attenuated condition,— (4) And allowed him 


FOGGED. 


“ Lor’,sir, lax yer pardon. ‘Pon my word, I took yer for a 
lamp-post.” 


Tshonld have thonght von were, used to it, 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


No, 38.—Pattie. 


(Saturday, December 8, 1892, 


. 4 R 
Ethel, 1 hear you were at the new 
auntie, What did you think of it? 
eg atong Well, I must say I saw nothing imprc 
Charlie, Then T shan't ga, 


tf / 
Play last vight, 


oper in it, 


French Nurse. And so they'll make a Bishop of you, yon 
sweet - tempered little dariing. Tuere, don't ers: i 
might be were. Mace 


to share the triumphs of their next demonstration in the character of “a heart- 
breaking specimen of the starving people.” It was a fair hit, and the subsequent 
sending round of the hat brought in enough bronze for drinks and cigars for the 
whole platform—excepting the “heart-breaking specimen,” of eourse,—(5) Att 
was that youth grateful? Alas! no. He sneaked off on the slv.and a few 
later they met him in a disgustingly chubby and prosperous condition. He bal f 
into the hands of a well-to-do citizen—a rascal who worked and liad prope: ty. 4 
was, consequently, an enemy to the * Unemployed.” And, incredible as it may »*U'. 
the base young ingrate flatly refused to return to his kind benefuctors. 


COMPETITION. 


“$0 you've been going in for competition, aml on 
best man, too—eh? That's right, my bev. Ts 
courage true energy. By the way. W nat stiede ees 
in for?" “ Why, dad, Jack and Tom and J UT 
who could ran up, in twelve months, the longest « 
for smoke.” 


DALZIEL, at * The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, December 3, 1892. 


